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poets, who can write anything up if they feel like it,
began it all. How Heine would laugh if he saw
steamer after steamer full of folk who shout with
excitement and jump to their feet when they approach
that dismal Lorelei rock! Even our two honeymoon-
ing wander-birds, who did not wear enough clothes
and sat about all the time in one another's arms, un-
clasped when they saw the Lorelei.

Before we got to Mainz, I seemed to have been on
that steamer several years. I knew every face on it
off by heart. If there was an old comrades' association
based on that voyage, I should feel compelled to join
it. By the time every German woman aboard had in
front of her a colossal slab of creamy cake, in the
Deutsches Eck tradition of architecture, it began to
rain. I looked through a grey drizzle at Bingen, where
I had spent a golden night in 1914, and I saw nothing
but a commonplace little German town, giving itself
airs as a resort. It is strange, but I could not recog-
nise the place at all. If it has not changed, then I
must have changed out of all measure. It is true that
I have very little sense of place. I can never find my
way about places until I have stayed in them some
time, and there cannot be many men in England who
would make worse guides or chauffeurs than I would.
But it annoyed me when I could not recognise Bingen.
We never saw the sun again that day. It rained all
the way down to Mainz, and we arrived there and ran
to that hotel opposite the landing stage, in a down-
pour. It was a large hotel, but it was entirely filled